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GENTLEMEN, 


7 O U remember that our laws 


up, the latter of which offices, our 


Society hath ordered me to perform, ; 


and I hope I fhall do it in ſuch a 


| manner as will deſerve your approba- ; 


tion. 


oblige us to have an Oration 
made and ſaid before you at breaking 


Su + 


ſhall begin; by giving a brief account 
of our Sqciety, and the object of our 
purſuits ; ; our Society, Gentlemen, 


though it is but ſmall, and made up of 
boys, who neither can nor do pretend 
to know much; yet, we hope we un. 
derſtand a little, and deſire to know 
more of that delightful ſcience, com- 
monly called, Philoſophy ; which enli- 


vens our ideas of the works of the 


Almighty Creator of the Univerſe, a: 
| well as thoſe of Him himſelf, I wi 
| we may more. and more ſee its Him, 
that made all things, and look through 
ſecond cauſes to the great firſt cauſe 


and. mover of all _ l 


i _” 
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benefi 
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It was 
earth 
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they a 
with t 


P Philoſophy no longer permits us, like 


the vulgar, to behold yonder great 
orb, which is the ſpring of animal and 
vegetable life, without aſtoniſhment, and 
yarm emotions, of gratitude 'to our 
beneficent Creator, who has ſo. nicely 
adjuſted the diſtance of that grand 
fountain of light and heat: which if 
it was much nearer, in vain would the 
earth ſtrive to ſend forth the herbage 
and flowers, with which the is now 
enamelled or covered, as with a beau- 
tiful carpet; the furious Sun and raging 


| Syrius would burn them up as fait as 


they ariſe, and deſtroy the whole creation 
with their infectious influence ; it would 
turn 


turn the whole earth 00 the _ 711 
A | 55 


3 e would blaze beneath 
4 fo fierce a ray, 


„ And all its marble mountains 
Y . _ 
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Freeze the heart's blood and tum 
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Through this we underſtand the pro- 
greſs of the moon, and diſcover 'new 
„ „ 


* Baker's Univerſe. * Bal 


E 


ale bas, iſles and mountains in a a 


its fable wings all the carth ; 
Eath 
/ 6 — - Beſtows « on us her borrow'd 
1 ray, . | ” 
« « Diſpels the 1 and ate 
£6 the day. 5 


tains 


Our imagination enlarged by Philoſophy, 
no more like the unpoliſhed Hind, con- 
ccives of the ſtars as braſs nails in the 


>mity 


5 firmament, but as ſo many centers of 

Mvorlds, that riſe millions beyond millions. 

ind is not ſuch a thought abſurd * x 

__y an it enter into your mind, 0 man! 
new at theſe glorious ſuns, e 
ſeas, „ 


* Baker's Univerſe, 


a gloomy Night — win 


" the a 


* In ſize immenſe, in order infinite, 
v6 Were only made to twinkle to 
« thy gun? P_. 


It would be endleſs to enumerate all 
the advantages of this delightful ſcience, 
therefore I muſt conclude with ardently | 
and fervently wiſhing, that our Society 
may always ſo behave themſelves, as to 
deſerve and to receive the approbation 
of you yourſelves; as well as of all, who 
like you, not only have, but deſerve and 
fully anſwer to the name of Gentlemen. 
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PART I 


__” TR AGAINST. THUNDER. 


_ COMPOSED AUGUST MDCCLXV.. 


| HE day was clear, the ſky ſerene, 
The lambs were ſkipping o'er wt 5 


green, 


The larks roſe from their graſſy bed, 


And watbling thro' the ſky they fled: 
When Daphnis, beautiful and young; | 


The frequent theme of paſt ral mie | 


Far from Apollo's ſultry ray, . 
Thro' a thick ſhady grove did 1 7 | 
Where lofty pines, in rural pride, 

Majeſtic tower d, and ſeem'd to hide 

In clouds their tops, - ſweet violets growd 
Beneath, and thouſand beauties ſhow'd. - 


The Acaſia its ſcent diſtills, 
And all the wood with fragrance fills. 


' Onward 
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2 POETICAL ESSAYS. 5 


Charm'd with the ſweet delightful lays 
Which float along on ev'ry breeze, 
From ev'ry brake and tree that's near 
| The place—and drown his raviſh'd ear 
3 In harmony and ſweet delight, 
| | When a dark cloud obſcures his ſight, 
| And thro” the ſky loud thunders roll, 
And bellowing o'er his head his ſoul 
3 Affright but running to a cave 
Hard by from the dread ſtorm to fave 
Himſelf—he found therein a ſire, 
Worn out with age, fit by a fire; 
Who ſeeing how the thunders fright - + 
 Daphnis—he on the ſhoulder hit | 
Him—and doth thus addreſs—my ſon! : 


Onward he walks alone the maze, g 


| _ *Tis vice, not thunder, thou ſhould'ſ ſhun, 

=> "Tis guilt alone that makes thee run 

| From tempeſts and from ſtorms but if 
Thou feareſt Him who gave thee life, 

0 And thee preſerv'ſt thou haſt no cauſe 

p Ĩ᷑0 dread, tho' breaking all her laws, 

; | Nature ſhou'd ſhake, and ſhou'd involve 

| In ruin all things—or diſſolve —_— 

| f In flames the world: My ſon be wiſe . 

5 | 5 And place God's laws before thine eyes. 


Ax 


2 


W 


2 


POETICAL ESSAYS. 3 


AN ALARM TO BRITISH 
Z 


uo. LIB, III. ODE HI. LINE XLII. IMITATED. 
| COMPOSED SEPT, XX MDCCLXV. 


9 Britannia give ear 
0 To me, while I your fate declare; 
If ye adore the Lord your Gop, 
Your pow'r ſhall far be ſpread abroad. 
Turkey ſhall tremble at your name, 
| And Afric's ſhores reſound your fame. | 
Sabrina ſhall eclipſe the Nile, 
And bear the praiſes of your ifle 
To lands by ancient bards unknown, © 
Which George's mighty ſway ſhall own. 
Thames, Tyber, London, Rome outſhine 
And George's race great Cæſar's line. 
The moſt remote and diſtant lands _ 
Shall bow beneath her heroes hands, 
And to the cold and torrid zone 
Her might and piety be known. 
| Vnto the north and ſouthern pole 
Her empire and her fame ſhall roll. 
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4 POETICAL ESSAYS. 
But if this baſe, ungrateful land 


Admits the Jeſuits helliſh band 


Her liquid walls ſhall dry away, : + - / 
Or adverſe hoſts pour o'er the ſea; 


Extirpate een her very name, 


Or change to infamy her fame. 


AGAINST MODERN LUXURY 
AND OPPRESSION. 
| nok. LIB, IL. N XV. era. x 


: ene SEPT, XXI MDCCLXV. ; 


Y friends fornive me, if for once I 8 
The rules of due decorum, and do take 


> The liberty to uſe my angry pen, 
: Before I'm taught the way by abler men. 


But who can bear to ſee the ways 
Of the proud nobles of our n 


Now 1s Ee che . Ke e 
Which Horace ſaid was practis' d in his time, 
Soon gaudy domes their ſtately tops will ſhow 
On ev'ry hill or vale and for the plough + 
And paſture leave but little room, 


N | So monttr ous is luxury become! 


Gardens 


POE TICAL. ESSAYS. g = 
| Gardens and fiſhponds ſoon will be again | 
Longer and broader than the Lucrine fen, 

Myrtles and violets will ſoon be ſeen _ 
Where graſs or wheat once ſpread a homely green. 


Monſieur” s bag-wig does ſmell fo ſweet 
Pit he can't have muſk to eat! 


Not thus brave Romulus to Rome preſerib d, 
Nor thus the hero who from the plough fide 
Was took—to [govern all the Roman ſtate, 
And bravely did his country's foes defeat. 
Great Cincinnatus, thy due praiſe | 
Exceeds 3 Homer's 's lays! et 


The houſes glial 3 8 grand, „ 
Now where's a noble's ſeat in all our land | | | 
But half the kingdom's churches far outſhines, 
And Deiſts are as frequent as Divines. 
Oh! Britain, mend theſe ſinful Ways, 
Nox: Satan more. RN aan ALES: 


J roOutrical ucinys 


1 . „ A MOURNFUL ODE. 


on THE GREAT FIRE IN CORNHILL, NOV, vn. 
COMPOSED. NOV. xv MDCCLXV, | 


—: © /FELPOMENE, thou mournful muſe, 
4 N 41 Whoſe ſongs ſoft pity do infuſe, 
1 ö And with compaſſion move the WEI ITT, 
1 Bemoaner ſweet of the diſtreſt, | 
Aſſiſt thy ancient ſuppliant now * 
. Help me to fing, and teach me how 0 
To treat in bitter ſtrains concerning bitter woe. 
Almighty Jzs vs thou didſt ſhow, 8 
That all below the ſkies is vains 
Vain is wealth, or ſordid pelf, 
Me can't depend on aught below. 


£ | 


Ha 


By thy n Los, the raging flames 
Impetuous ruſh'd along, 
Defy'd the efforts of the throng 
To quench the furious fire, 
Vnſtoppꝰ'd it mov'd in dire array, 
And vainly did the engines play, | 
Ke} | - It ſtill went on its way, 
6 And even mounted higher. 
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POETICAL ESSAYS. 2 
III. 


Amd A 


And fear d that hour wou'd be her laſt, 
So fiercely did it rage, 
And nought could it aſſuage. 
Grim death appear d in thouſand forms 
And op'd his horrid. jaws, _. 


Deſtruction ſtood amidſt the fiery forms / 


And dy'd in gore her claws. 


Methinks I ſee the mounting flames, 


nl Rowe the mournful ſighs, 
_ Lamenting . 
Dreadful , 
85 Mournful groans, | 
And dying bitter moans, 


Hark} W kann a deleful friek, 
It ſeems a female voice; 


Perhaps ſome tender mother juſt now childleſs _ 


Bereav'd of all her joys: 


Her ſon beneath yon ruin'd houſe is laid, 


And her fond heart doth almoſt break 
With forrow and with grief, 
Becauſe he has loſt his life. | 


'® POETICAL Es8Avs. © 
But ſtop, my muſe, have I no friend 8 
| Whoſehouſe theſe flames doin the common un 

3 blend, | 

Pe Audit n 
For whom the bond of friendſhip doth demand, 
= A ſad commiſerating tear. 
Alas Ihave: that ſhop that now in dnn, 
. BgBghBelongs to one | 
Whoſe eldeſt ſon "oi 1 
8 Is known by me and thee. 1 
Poor youth! how little doth he think 
His father is upon deſtruction's brink, _ 

So near to miſery! 


8 * 
1 N : — — 


O! Loxp Almighty,” maker of the ſkies, 

By whoſe permiſſion theſe dire flames ariſe, 

Sp mot: How vain, how frail is man! 4 

His life at moſt is but a ſpan, 

And full of miſery!  _ 

O let me put my truſt in thee, =_— 

. Then tho' my earthly houſe ſhould —_ _—_ 

U | In ͤ heavn I mall find one, 2 
| Where thieves can ne er break in and ſteal, 

- Which flames cannot burn domes $4 
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